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The procession showed no sign of ending ; but
the Maharaja seemed to have had enough of it.
He bowed, his hands pressed together and stretched
towards the priest in the silver howdah, then moved
away. The elephant, too, made a move, and re-
joined the interminable cortege.
The days wrere very short; already dusk was
falling and a blue mist forming at the far end
of the gardens. For a few minutes yet I lingered
on the terrace. Looking down between two tall
Louis XIV vases, I watched the turbaned procession
massed round the elephant receding into the blue
distance between the formal parterres of the French
garden. It was as if one of the frescoes in blue mono-
chrome that were in vogue at the beginning of the
eighteenth century had come portentously to life ;
those quaint frescoes in which our French painters,
won by the glamour of the newly founded Compagnie
des Indes, portrayed exotic figures arrayed in Eastern
robeSj with attendant trains of elephants and mon-
keys, in a setting that reiterated tree for tree the
Versailles Park.